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As never yet it lacked or looked for you.

What comfort bring you for her wounds from France

Besides that present help of hand and head

We heard returned an hour since ?

Murray.                                     Sir, thus much ;

All of our faith in France will in our cause
Live or die lighting; gold and men in arms
Will flow thence on us in full stream rind free
If Scotland set but open hand or breast
To greet them coming; they will buy our love
At what best price they may.

Throgmorton.                        But you, my lord,

That have loved England ever, and that know
The worth and unworth weighed of either friend,
French faith or English, will not surely buy
With heavy hate of England the light love
That France and fraud would sell you, nor for this
Cast off the fortune and the peace unborn
That may bind fast in one strong ring of sea
Two jewels become one jewel, one such land
As from the stout fort of a single heart
Fixed like a sea-rock might look forth and laugh
Upon the under wars of all the world,
And see not higher the heads of kingdoms risen
Than of small waves in summer? will you pluck
This hope out of the hopeful hand of time
Ere he can gnther, this good fruit that grows
On the green present branch of time's grey tree
To feed the future where the hungry past
Could get but blood for bread, and with bare steel